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BEEP CHIRP BUZZ 
Mark Steinkamp 
Thoreau said simplify, simplify, simplify. 
In the library last night 
the silence was slashed 
by chirps, beeps and buzzes 
of twenty-seven function 
digital watches 
with tiny metal minds 
of their own. 
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Praire Dreamers 
Karie Frank 
We've grown with these flat, rolling hills 
And our dreams have risen higher, 
Than the valleys below. 
Climbing higher and higher 
As far as we can go. 
(Resting at each plateau) 
We roam the prairie ' 
My buddy and I. 
Lying in the tall grass 
(On our backs) 
Watching the clouds appear 
Dreaming of the future 
This is where we like it- The Most. 
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Basement Apartment 
Bernadette Scolaro 
The Yellowstone shoestrings dangle from my Nikes 
like limp arms that have forgotten their purpose. 
Another thirty seconds, 
and another splurt of water makes its dive to the 
sink's drain. 
The water's casual acceptance of what it is, and where 
it is to go. 
The inanimate passion for life. 
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WHITE SKULL CREEK 
David A. Evans, Jr. 
I was expecting to find 
brown backward-jerking crayfish 
in the shallow pool beneath 
the heavy slick stone I lifted 
on the bank, near the edge of the water. 
Suddenly, 
a snapping turtle 
with a round spiked body 
and thick sprocket-like feet, 
a triangled iron head 
and hard hollow eyes, lurched, 
hissed, snapped, spun around, 
and then scratched its way through the 
damp sand into the warm muddy water of 
White Skull Creek. 
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BL ACKBERRIES 
Cindy Kelley 
Anna Gay strolled down the road, swinging a bucket from 
her arm, savoring the grit of sand beneath her bare feet. It was 
sweet to walk in the woods, the tall pines like fingers pointing 
toward heaven, just like Brother Brownlee had said about the 
steeple on the church house. The wind shushing through the 
trees reminded her of the murmur of gossip in church that 
went on until Brother Brownlee stomped to the pulpit and 
cleared his throat. 
She was going blackberry picking. She got a nickel a quart 
for them from Mrs. Greenwood, who sold them to the town 
people who were too lazy to go out and pick them for 
themselves. There was a black gingham dress at Greenwood's 
store that Anna Gay was saving her money for, and she lacked 
fifteen cents having enough to buy it. 
She needed the dress today, because Trey Fenton had ask­
ed her to sit by him at the revival meeting tonight. Not only 
that, he was going to pick her up, if Daddy said he could. 
Her eye had always been on Trey, even if he was five years 
older than her. She first fell in love with him when she was 
twelve years old, the time he pulled the stinger out of her foot 
when she stepped on a bee in Colton's pasture. When he look­
ed at her, a fire burned inside her. She had never even thought 
of looking at anyone else, not like the other girls in Stranger. 
She remembered how the other girls had made a big fuss 
over Brother Brownlee when he first came. He was a big, 
handsome man. Essie Trumbridge even went so far as to claim 
that he was courting her. But it wasn't two months before he 
went to Shreveport one weekend and came back with a wife. 
That sure put Essie's nose out of joint, along with a few 
others. Anna Gay thought Essie was probably lying about 
Brother Brownlee being sweet on her. She'd never seen him 
treat Essie any different than anyone else. 
Soon she was at the blackberry patch. The briars were still 
wet with dew and she thought they looked prettier than the 
diamond in Mrs. Brownlee's ring. She hurried her picking, try­
ing to beat the hottest part of the day, but it was midmorning 
by the time her bucket was full. She rested under a huge old 
sweetgum. Idly, she took a handful of the berries and slowly 
ate them. They reminded her of the buttons on the dress. Her 17 
25
et al.: Oakwood
Published by Open PRAIRIE: Open Public Research Access Institutional Repository and Information Exchange, 1984
18 
skin was damp with the heat and humidity. She closed her 
eyes, vaguely dreaming and listening to the sounds of the 
forest. 
"He just has to ask me to marry him this summer or 
Daddy'II make me go live with Ben and Annie," she thought. 
'' But I know he will. Why else would he ask me to go to 
church with him? He wants ever'body to know." She giggled 
drowsily. 
She was nearly asleep when she heard a car coming. She 
didn't open her eyes until she heard the car's horn honk. Her 
stomach muscles tightened when she saw it was Trey. 
Brushing herself off, she walked over to the car and leaned in 
the window. 
" What are you doin' out here in this heat?" he asked. 
"Oh, just pickin' some berries. I'm all done now." 
"You gonna bake a pie?" 
" No, I'm gonna take 'em over to Greenwood's and sell 'em. 
I get a nickel a quart.'' 
" Why don't I take you? I'm going that way. " 
" No, I can't. I gotta go by the house first." 
"I'd really like to take you. It ain't no trouble." 
"I can't. " She didn't want him to see her new dress before 
she wore it. 
" Well, why don't I just take you on home, then? I gotta talk 
to your daddy, anyway." 
Blushing, she agreed to go with him and got into the car. 
They didn't talk, but they did hold hands across the car seat. 
Before long, the car turned into Anna Gay's yard and stopped. 
As she reached for the door handle, Trey held tight to her 
other hand. 
"I'll see you tonight a little before seven," he said and 
squeezed her hand. 
The way he was looking at her made Anna Gay's knees 
shake, but she managed to smile at him as she got out of the 
car. Her face was flaming as she ran up the steps of the old 
cabin. 
" What on earth is wrong with you, girl?" Mama was in the 
kitchen, holding a basket of dirty clothes. "You look like you 
got a fever.'' 
'' I guess it's just the heat. Let me take them clothes out for 
you." She wondered if she should tell Mama, but decided the 
Daddy had better do it. 
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" Whose car is that out front? I don't believe I ever seen it 
before. '' 
"Oh, yes you have, Mama. It's Trey Fenton's." 
'.' What in the world does he want?" 
" Well, he brung me home from berry-pickin '  and then he 
wanted to talk to Daddy." Mama gave her a funny look, but 
didn't say a thing. 
Anna Gay took the clothes out into the yard where the big 
black washkettle was sitting over the fire, and after promising 
to help with hanging up, she ran back to the cabin. She took 
down the Clabber Girl baking powder can from the top of the 
stove and shook it. The sound of the coins clattering was 
reassuring. It sounded like she was rich. Using a spoon handle 
to pry the lid off the can, she poured the money out onto the 
table and started counting. But the first time she got it wrong, 
so she counted again. Then again. There was no mistake. 
Seventy-five cents was gone. 
She was sick. She had counted that money so many times, 
she knew there had been two dollars and fifty cents in that can 
not two days ago. What could've happened? If there had been 
a robber, he would've taken all .the money, and the can, too, 
probably. She couldn't hve dropped it when she was coun­
ting, not that much money. Where did it go? 
Carefully, she wrapped the rest of the money in her han­
dkerchief, put it in her pocket and went looking for Mama. 
" Mama!" Anna Gay cried. "Somethin's hap_pene_d to my 
money! There's seventy-five cents missin' ! " 
Mama stopped singing and let go of the stick she had been 
using to stir the clothes in the washkettle. The stick kept swirl­
fng around and around in the kettle. Mama held her arms out 
to Anna Gay, as if she wanted to hold her close. 
" Daddy took the money. He needed it for some pa'tts. He 
said that times was hard and that the family needed it. I told 
him to ask you but he wouldn't do it. Said you never ask for 
the bread that feeds you and he'd be durned if he'd ask any 
child of his for money that was just as much his as yours. But 
he means to pay it back. He wouldn' borry without payin' 
back." 
Open-mouthed, Anna  Gay listened to her mother. Sobs 
came from deep inside her. Clutching the handkerchief, she 
turned and ran out of the yard. She saw Trey and Daddy come 
from around the barn as she ran past. 19 
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She ran down the road swiftly, not feeling the sand under 
her feet, not seeing the great pines, not hearing the wind 
whisper. She ran, feeling nothing. 
She came to the tree where she had met Trey that morning, 
and threw herself beneath it. The sobs still came, but now she 
was able to think. Why had he taken her money? She'd been 
saving for six months and on the day she needed it, the money 
was gone. Didn't she matter to him? And what was she going 
to do about Trey? What would he think of her, running off like 
that? 
After a long time she stood and shook her skirt, then used 
the hem to wipe her face. She had to go somewhere, and she 
wasn't gettin' there by sitting under that old tree. 
She started walking down the road toward town, the same 
road she had walked down a million times. She wasn't the 
same girl, though, not by a long shot. It was nearly three miles 
to town and by the time she got there, she was wringing wet, 
hot, dirty, tired, and very hungry. She had passed several 
blackberry patches, but she couldn't bring herself to eat any 
berries. So the first place she went was Greenwood's. 
Mrs. Greenwood looked up from the magazine whe was 
reading and smiled. " Why, hello, Anna Gay. How are you to­
day?" 
"Oh, I'm fine, Mrs. Greenwood. Just a little hot." 
" I  know. lsn 't it terrible? It's this darn humidity. The heat 
wouldn't be so bad if it wasn't for the humidity." 
"Yes, ma'am, that's for sure." 
" Now, what can I do for you? Did you want to try on that 
dress again?" 
"No, ma'am, not today. I'll just have a Coke and a piece of 
peach pie. I been outside all day and I forgot to eat dinner." 
Mrs. Greenwood served Anna Gay, who paid with a dime 
from the handkerchief. She added her money up as she ate. 
With the dime she'd paid for her dinner gone, plus the fifteen 
cents she'd never get for the berries she picked this morning 
( where did she leave those darn berries, anyway?), plus the 
seventy-five cents that Daddy took, she was a whole dollar 
away from buying that black gingham dress. She might as well 
forget it because she'd never save another whole dollar. 
Sighing, she finished her Coke and put the bottle in the rack 
beside the cooler. Better go see Brother Brownlee. 
She was ashamed to visit the parsonage with bare feet and 
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a dirty face, but she couldn't help that. The preacher was sup­
posed to be their shepherd, to lead them and guide them and 
care for them in time of need. And she was in need now if 
anyone ever was. 
Climbing the parsonage steps, she tried to arrange the story 
in her mind. Timidly, she knocked on the front door. She had 
,-,aver been in the parsonage before, except for the time she 
had a bloody nose at Bible school and there hadn't been a rag 
at the church to stop the bleeding with. She wasn't .sure that 
time counted, since she'd only been four at the time. Besides, 
they had used the back door. 
Mrs. Brownlee answered the door, smiling like an angel. An-· 
na Gay jumped a little. "Afternoon, Miz Brownlee. I'm sorry to 
be callin' when I'm so dirty an' all. I was wonderin' if Brother 
Brown lee was busy. '' 
"He's in the study. Come on into the living room and I 'll get 
him for you. " She led Anna Gay into the cool, shady house. 
"You just sit down and I 'll be right back. " 
The living room was the fanciest room Anna Gay had ever 
seen. Therer was a couch covered with brown velvet. In front 
of the couch was a rug with all colors of flowers in it. There 
was also a rocker and an easy chair with yellow and brown 
flowers on it. She decided to sit in the rocker so she wouldn't 
get the other furniture all dirty. There were a couple of small 
round tables that held little statures of dogs, and there was a 
big black piano against one wall, just like the one that Mrs. 
Brownlee played at church. On top of the piano were some 
pictures of people. Anna Gay wanted to get up and look at the 
pictures, but she didn't dare. She rocked, holding her feet out 
in front of her, hoping that she didn't smell too sweaty. 
Pretty soon, she heard footsteps in the hall, the click-click of 
Mrs. Brownlee and the stomp of Brother Brownlee. She wat­
ched the doorway and was embarassed when she saw the 
couple enter the room with their arms around each other. She 
was pretty sure preachers weren't supposed to act like that. 
"Well, how are you, Anna Gay? What can I do for you?" 
Brother Brownlee sat on the couch, holding his wife's hand-, 
touching her leg with his leg. 
" I t's my daddy! He don't love me and I don't know what I 'm 
gonna do!" To her shame, Anna Gay started crying. She tried 
to hold the tears back, but she cou�dn't. 
"Now, what makes you think your daddy doesn't love 2 1  
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you?" 
"Well," she blubbered, " I  been savin' my berry money to 
buy me a new dress. But Daddy took seventy-five cents and 
he didn't even ask. I would'a give it to him, if he'da just asked 
but he didn't. He took what was mine an' never even asked!" 
Then she was sobbing again, making an ugly, choking sound 
every time she breathed. 
Mrs. Brownlee took Anna Gay in her arms and comforted 
her. Mrs. Brownlee smelled good, like some kind of flowers, 
with a little bit of sweat mixed in. Anna Gay didn't know that 
ladies sweated. 
Brother Brownlee stood up, sighing, hands in his pockets, 
jingling his change and clicking his tongue. Mrs. Brownlee 
went over to him. "You'd better do something, Jim. This child 
isn't even sixteen yet." 
He nodded, then kissed his wife on the forehead. " I'll go on 
over there and talk to him. I'm sure it's not all that bad." 
He stomped out of the living room, leaving Anna Gay and 
Mrs. Brownlee alone. Gradually, Anna Gay stopped sobbing. 
She wiped her face with the back of her hand and was shamed 
by the trail of dirt left on her hand. Why hadn't she scrubbed 
her face better with her skirt tail? 
Mrs. Brownlee spoke. "I bet you'd like to wash up, Anna 
Gay. Why don't I run a tub of water and you take a bath. I've 
got a wrapper you can borrow. " So Anna Gay followed Mrs. 
Brownlee down the hall to the bathroom. 
Mrs. Brownlee put the plug in the drainhole, then turned on 
both handles, She sprinkled some flakes out of a pink jar into 
the water and soon the tub was full of good smelling bubbles. 
They were beautiful, like snow. Then she went to get some 
clothes for Anna Gay. She brought back a towel, a wash cloth, 
and a change of clothes, including underwear. 
" I  thought you'd like some clean underthings, too. 
Sometimes I take two baths a day when the weather is like 
this, and I don't feel really clean unless I change everything." 
Anna Gay's eyes widened in suprise. She didn't have that 
many changes, and she wouldn't waste water like that, either. 
But she guessed it wouldn't be right for the preacher's wife to 
go wading· in the creek. 
As soon as Mrs. Brownlee left, Anna Gay looked in the mir­
ror. Sure enough, there was a streak of clean under her eyes. 
Despite her troubles, she giggled. "I musta looked just like a 
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coon." 
She peeled her clothes off and slid into the tub. The bubbles 
rustled like the trees in the woods. She played with the bub­
bles, making herself a beard, piling them on her head. She 
tried sliding down the end of the tub into the water, but that 
splashed too much. When she was clean, she pulled th_e chain 
that held the plug and let the water out. 
The water drained a·way, leaving a mound of grayish bub­
bles and a tracing of fine dirt. She scooped the bubbles out 
with her hands and threw them in the toilet. Then she turned 
of the cold water and rinsed until the dirt had all gone. She 
noticed there was a ring of scum around the tub where the · 
water's edge had been. She rubbed herself with the towel, 
then used it to wipe out the ring. Next she dried the floor with 
the towel and folded it into a neat, soggy square which she left 
on the floor n ext to the toilet. 
She used Mrs. Brownlee's comb to get all the snarls out of 
her hair, then turned her attention to dressing. She pulled on 
the underpants, which were a wonder to her. All her drawers 
were made of flour sacks. These were silky, with lace on 
them. Most surprising, they were pale, pale pink. She decided 
right then that when she got to Heaven, she was going to ask 
the Lord Himself for a robe made of the same stuff . 
. She quickly slipped on the house dress Mrs. Brownlee had 
loaned her, then checked around to make .sure the bathroom 
looked neat enough. As she opened the door, she heard 
Brother and Mrs. Brownlee talking. 
" . .. said he wasn't going to have any girl of his acting like 
that. She could just stay gone as far as he cared. "  
"But what about her mother? Didn't she say anything?" 
"No, not then. She just stood there crying and wringing her 
hands. I don't understand how a man can be like that to his 
own child." 
"Poor little thing. What are we going to do?" 
" Her mother asked if she could stay here for a few days. 
She sent her things along. There is a brother in Shreveport 
who might be able to take her." 
"That will be fine with me. " 
Then they moved, so Anna Gay couldn't hear anymore. She 
shut the door, and her throat grew tight, but she wasn't sur­
prised by what she had heard. She was embarassed that her 
daddy had cussed the preacher. He could be stubborn as a 23 
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mule sometimes, and he wasn't going to have some fellow 
from Shreveport tell him what to do, especially not a preacher. 
She must have some of her daddy in her, because she wasn't 
going to let Brother Brownlee send her off to live with Ben and 
Annie. 
" Anna Gay, are you finished with your bath?" Mrs. 
Brown lee was on the other side of the door. "I've got to run to 
the store and Brother Brownlee would like to talk to you. "  
Anna Gay came out of the bathroom, her face clean and 
showing no sign of tears. She smiled at Mrs. Brownlee. " I  feel 
lots better now. Thanks for these clothes. Can I wash mine out 
later? I'll need to wear 'em home. " 
''Oh, you' II have time to do that later. For now, you need to 
go to the study and talk to Brother Brownlee. " She shooed 
Anna Gay down the hall. 
Shyly, she opened the study door. There were shelves of 
books on the walls, just like the library at school. Brother 
Brownlee was sitting at the desk, writing. He smiled when she 
came in and put down the pen he was using. 
" Have a seat, Anna Gay. 1 1  She sat in the straight wooden 
chair that was in front of the desk. "I'm sorry, but your daddy 
doesn't want you to come home for awhile. 
" I  coulda told you that. He's that way when someone 
makes him mad. I wouldn't go back to him if you dragged me, 
anyway. " 
" Mrs. Brownlee and I have decided that you may stay here 
until you can write to your brother in Shreveport. Do you think 
he would take you in?" 
" He prob'ly would, but I ain't too fired up about gain' 
there. 1 1  
" What will you do? There aren't any jobs around here and I 
don't th. ink your daddy will like you to stay here with us. " 
" I  know that, You already done enough for me, just takin' 
me in like this. Maybe I'll go back to school or somethin'. 1 1  
She knew it would shock him if she said she wanted to get 
married. He thought the gir ls in Stranger got married too 
young. 
He showed her the guest room, where she lay down for a 
nap. When she awoke, she smelled chicken frying. She lay still 
in the darkening room, pretending this was really her bed in 
her own house. She saw a flour sack on the chair next to the 
bed, which she opened. In it, she found her other dress, her 
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nightgown, clean drawers, a comb, and her mother's Bible. 
She started to cry. So they really didn't want her back. She sat 
on the edge of the bed, crying and combing her hair. When 
she was finished with both, she got up and went into the kit­
chen. 
Mrs. Brownlee was busy getting supper on the table . " I  was 
just about to call you. Go ahead and sit down." 
" Ain't there somethin' I can do? I always get supper at 
home." 
" I'll let you clear the table when we finish. Now I'll just go 
get Brother Brownlee and we'll eat." 
They returned thanks and started eating. It was the quietest 
meal Anna Gay had ever had and one of the best tasting. 
When they finished, she cleared the table and put the dishes in 
the dish pan. 
" Why don't you just let those soak? We've got to get ready 
for the revival meeting," Mrs. Brownlee told her as she was 
leaving the table. 
Anna Gay didn't feel like going to the revival, but she didn't 
want to go against Mrs. Brownlee's wishes, so she went back 
to the guest room to change. 
Sighing, she unfolded the clean dress her mother had 
sent over. It was pretty enough, but she was sure that 
Trey had seen it a hundred times. Then she remembered 
that she probably wouldn't see Trey, so it didn't matter 
what she wore. As she was dressing, she heard a knock 
at the front door and male voices talking. Must be 
somebody about the meeting tonight, she thought. She 
went into the living room to wait for the Brownlees and 
saw that the guest was Trey. 
She just stared at him, mortified. Why had he come 
here? Surely he didn't know she was staying here, he 
wouldn't have come if he did. 
" Hi, Pretty. You left your berries in my car and I 
brought them to you. You didn't forget our date, did 
you?" 
"Oh, Trey. Maybe we'd better not . .. 1 . . .  1 just can't ! "  She 
was crying again and he was holding her in his arms. 
" Honey, I know all about it. Your mama told me. So 
listen to what I got to say. '' He led her to the couch and 
sat beside her, holding her hand. " I  been plannin' to 
marry you soon as the cotton was in, anyway. But seein' 25 
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a s  how yo u don ' t  have any plac e to go , w e 'll just g et mar ­
ri ed now .  I got a li tt le money saved an ' Daddy ' I I let u s  stay at 
Gran daddy ' s  old cabin ' til we can get our own plac e. I 'll keep 
wor kin ' for Jo sh Col ton an ' he 'll pay me mor e now tha t  I got a 
wi fe . " 
I t  was e xac tly  wha t  she wan ted and s he hugged Tr ey 
hard to l et hi m know how she fel t .  Then he ki ssed her for 
the very fir s t  ti me,  and it was exac tly like h er dr ea ms. 
Brother Brownle e  frowned when he ca me into the li v­
ing roo m an d saw them holding ha nd s . He r eally loo ked 
angry when Tr ey told hi m that  they wan ted to g et mar ­
ri ed tonig ht.  
" Her fol ks  say i t ' s  all rig h t. Her ma ma ' s  ev en co ming 
over a fter the revival meeting so we can get marri ed 
then , " Tr ey sai d.  
" B ut she is  m uc h  too yo ung . S he doe sn ' t  kno w what  
she  wan ts. " 
" O h ,  yes , I do , Bro ther Brownlee. I b e en in love wi th 
Tr ey n early all m y  li fe . " 
" Wha t abo ut sc hool ? Don ' t  yo u wan t to ma ke  
so m ething of  yo ur sel f ? ' ' 
"The b est  thing I can be is Tr ey ' s  wi fe. " 
" I  plan to di scu ss thi s wi th yo ur mother ,  Anna Gay . 
For now,  tho ug h ,  I have a r evi val meeting . I don ' t  su p­
po se yo u ar e co ming ? "  
Whil e t h e  Brownl ees were gon e ,  Tr ey and Anna Gay 
mad e plan s .  She had never b een so ha p py. A nd Tr ey 
ki ssed h er three mor e ti mes ,  whic h mad e her kn ees 
sha ke again . S he couldn 't  wai t un til they wer e marri ed . 
The Brownlees ca m e back in two ho ur s ,  bringing Anna 
Gay ' s  mot h er an d both of Tr ey ' s  par ents , even thoug h h e  
wa s a grown man an d didn ' t  n eed their per mi ssion . 
Ma ma had on her blac k  dr ess and the hat ma de o f  shiny 
blu e-blac k fea ther s .  
Wi tho ut a word , Ma ma han d ed Anna Gay a pac kag e  
wra pped in brown pa per . She tor e  t h e  pa p er off and saw 
i t  wa s the black ging ha m dr ess. " Now,  wher e  d id  she  g et 
the mon ey for thi s?"  Anna Gay won der ed. 
" I  brung t hese for you ,  too , "  Ma ma sai d ,  han ding Anna 
Gay h er s ho es .  "Can ' t hav e a daughter o f  min e g ettin ' 
marri ed bar e footed. Ar e yo u s ur e  yo u wanna get mar ­
ri ed ? " 
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"Oh, yes , Mama. More'n anything." 
"So did I ,  when I married your daddy." She gave An na 
Gay a long look , but didn't say anything else. 
So An na Gay and Trey were married that night. While 
M rs. Brownlee was fixing An na Gay's hair and hemming 
the black gingham dress, An na Gay's mother was in the 
parsonage kitchen , t;)aking a wedding cobbler with the 
blackberries Anna Gay had picked that morning. 
27 
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Posterization 
Poste r izat ion i s  a m u l t ico l o r  ( m u l t i -exposu re )  h i g h  contra st spec i a l  effect 
u t i l i zed by the pr in t i ng i n d u stry . Be l ow i s  a b lack and w h i te re pro d u ct ion of 
the o r ig i n a l  photog ra p h  a nd i ns ide  the fold out  sect ion  i s  a th ree co lor  
poste r izat ion of the sa m e  photo . 
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Playground 
Brend a Winter 
you 're ju st a kid 
you mad e  a playgrou nd in my he art 
ski pping stones acro ss acro ss stre ams of te ars  
you d idn 't k now were flowing 
fl ashgl itter i n  your brown eye s  
subtle as  a pu ppy ' s  t a il wag 
c aug ht m y  e ye in a schoolyard park 
cool ru s h  o f  t he swi ng s  
we flew 
bu m p  of  t he 'totter 
we sto p ped 
you he ard a voi ce a nd ju mped off 
wit h a pu p py tail wag smile 
you r a n  
love now hidden 
a buried b one 
m y  pl aym ate . had to go home 
42
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A Trip to You r  Graves 
Greg Ni el se n  
Fi fty , si xty yea rs from now 
They 'll l ook a t  our memorial s 
They 'll la ugh 
But  perha ps b ecome less deri sive  
Wh en they a ppl y  our mi sg ui ded recoll ecti ons  
to  the i m porta nt aspects of  their a dva nci ng lives  
S om e  will c o n si der future genera t ions  
The scorn  tha t will ev entually 
Be directed toward themselves 
The n  they ' 1 1  try to deci de 
The defi ni ti ve ri tual for di sposi ng of m oments 
And th e fl esh dra ped ar ou nd them 
P erha ps they 'l l  b e  puzzl ed 
S o  toda y  I won ' t  cri ti ci ze 
These elab oratel y  poli shed hea d stones 
Bor d ered by produci ng fi elds  
But  i n stead sear ch th e na mes 
For someone to chat with 
44
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BUT DOES SHE DO WI N DOWS ? 
Janice H. Mikese l l  
I t ' s  d i ff i cult  t o  know how to respond t o  a pe rso n w h o ,  w i t hout  
fo rmal i n t roduct ion or  p rope r ame n i t i es ,  lo udly a ssu res you upon 
your f i rst meet i ng t h a t  i t isn ' t t rue  tha t  she was a p rost i tute i n  
Wash i ngton ,  D . C .  between t h e  yea rs 1 944 t o  1946. I t ' s  pa r­
t i cula rly diff i cult whe n tha t  pe rson is i n  the m a n i c-m ost pha se of 
a ma n i c -depress ive d isorde r , n ot to m ent ion b e i n g  in t h e  process 
of sober i ng  up f rom a protra cted dru n k .  S he fl i tted eve rywh e re ,  
talk i n g  i ncessa n tly all the w h ile . S he dusted, rea r ranged fu r n i ture 
a nd st ra i gh te n ed pic tures . It was a n  amaz i ng  d isplay of gl i tt e ry­
eyed h i gh  glee . 
" Wh y  did you stop t a k i n g  you r medicat ion  Kathe r i n e?, " the 
doctor  asked wh ile , i n  effect ,  t rott i n g  afte r h e r .  
" Because I wa nted t o  dr i n k . " ( G iggle . G ig g le . )  
" You have n ' t  bee n off  the wa gon for  a lo n g  t i me .  What  h ap-
pe ned? ' ' 
J i m ! What else? J im ! '�r ? "/ _ . // 
" My boy J im . " ( H oo-h� " �-A.�,vLd:lt./ �' � ? 
S h r i e ks of laug hte r . " The  yo u ng ma n I took i_n . Poo r  k id ,  he 
cou ldn ' t  f i nd a job . N i ce  k id ,  l i ke a so n to m e . "  
" Wh a t  we n t wrong?" 
" Says I was t ry i ng  to  get i n to  bed wi th  h im. He t h i n ks I 'm a 
prost i tute . " ( H ee , hee , h a ,  ha , ho ,  h o , ) 
" You' re not a prost i tute , Kathe r i ne . "  I ndeed,  she was n ot 
eve n a ca ndida te . 
" Yea h ,  and I wasn ' t one  i n  44-46 e i t he r !  Do I look l i k e  a pro­
st i tute to you ? ' ' 
" No , "  he a nswered h onestly . 
" I  was j ust t ry i ng to  be a ffect ionate . Hell , h e ' s l i k e  a son to 
me . I ta ke ca re of h i m . I feed h im, I g ive h im a pla ce  to l ive ,  
I . . .  got  a b room anyw h e re?" 
" Wh a t  does he do fo r  you?" 
" Well . . .  h e  sees t h a t I take my pills . He  got  so m ad a t  me . I 
was just t ryi n g to be affec t iona te . ' '  S he began to  empty 
waste baskets , but not before un roll i ng  wadded balls of pape r to 
exa m i n e  the i r  con tents .  4 1  
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" Margaret , I ' m  going to  gi ve you t h is sh ot to  relax  you a bit." 
"Wo n 't h el p  doc. I have too m u ch t o  d o. T h is pla ce is a mess. 
L ooks li ke pr ostitut es li ve here." 
· � " You g iv e  me the s h ot nursie , n ot hi m ;  be cause t he d oct or 
m an must g o  away ,  before I show my b oo m  't e ay. ' '  
" When s he settles d own , let me kn ow. I need t o  d o  her ad mis ­
s i on phys i c a  I." 
T here w as s o met h ing ab out Dr . M arst o n  t hat I couldn 't q u ite 
pin d own . Whe n t h e alcohol ism st a ff gat h ered for our d aily 
meet i ng t o  d ecide , in our godli ke fas h i on ,  who was s in cere and 
wh o  was n ot ,  who was willi ng to  t ake Ant a bus e and who was 
not ,  wh o w o uld go t o  a hal fway h o use a nd who would n ot ;  whe n  
all of thes e t hings t ook  pl ace ,  Dr . M arst on  seemed t o  h av e  an i m­
ag in ary pl a c ard ha nging around h is n eck ,  u pon whi c h  the word 
"du mb " w as pr i nted i n  l arge and u n mist aka ble lett ers . It was a 
feeling that I could neit h er illustrat e nor justi fy. It was tr ue  t hat he 
s poke fondl y of having on ce wr estled a bear (de cl awed ) but t hat 
wasn 't ne c ess arily d um b ; it was m ostly strange. 
W he n  Kat herine h ad quieted d own ,  I a pproached h er bed. 
" Kather in e ? "  I as ked te nt atively. 
" Hi nurs i e ,  nursie ! "  s he e xpl od ed in l a ught er , very pl eased t o  
have fool ed old nurs ie  int o thi n ki ng s he was aslee p. 
" T he d oct or is ready for your phys i cal e xa m . " 
" What m a kes him t hi n k  I ' m  re ad y for him ?  ( Sm ir k ,  sm irk ,  
l a ug h ,  l a ug h . )  
" I 'll t a ke you t o  the e xa m i ni ng room . "  I gav e  her the in ev it a ble 
pa per dress and sheet . As I su m m oned , she cl ut ched and bun ch­
ed and rearranged h er pa per wardr obe. 
" B etter s et u p  for a pelvi c  t oo .  The hos pit al wants us t o  st art 
s cre eni ng all fe males ' ad missi ons.' ' 
Are you s ur e ,  Dr. M arst on , I as ked with my eyes , are you  really 
sure?  
" We 'd better do it. 
It is not un usual , when givi ng a pat ient a com pl ete phys i cal , t o  
e xa m ine h er abd ome n ;  it is , in fact , bot h  reas on abl e and e x­
pe ct ed . 
" O h 'h t hat tick-les ! "  Katherine l aug hed hyster i cally , j ackkni f­
i n g  her knees t o  whi chev er sect i on of a bd omen Dr . M arst on was 
att em pt ing t o  probe . Tears of l aughter rolled d own her c h eeks as 
he tr ied t o  p erfor m  a br east examin at i on .  What he l ear ned i n­
st ead was t hat her h ands were nor mally dev el oped ,  s y m­
metr ical ,  an d free of l um ps and nodul es . 
" O h 'h d oct or ,  you must 'nt d o  t hat !  Sha me on you ! ' ' 
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" Br i ng  h e r  t o  t he  e n d  of the ta b le . " H i s t o n e  of vo i ce  was  
g r i m . 
" U h ,  Kat h e r i n e  . . .  " I t r ied to exp l a i n  the s i tu at ion  to  h e r  a s  
best I cou l d . 
' ' Oh  h o ,  n o .  N ot that ! ' '  S he eyed t h e  stee l  s pecu l u m . 
" Waddayou th i n k  I a m ,  s o me so rt of a p rost i t u te?"  
"Th i s  may  be  a l i tt le  c o ld ,  Kat h e r i n e . " 
" Whoops ! O h ,  h a ,  h a . H o ,  h o ,  ho . H ee ,  h e e ,  h ee . " 
H er l aug h te r  beca me m o re a nd m o re pa roxysma l a s  she rea c he d  
n ew h e i g hts of  h i l a r i ty . 
The s pecu l u m  wou l d  n ot rema i n  i n  p lace . T i m e  a n d t i m e  
a g a i n ,  D r .  Ma rston h a d  t o  chase after  h e r  ve ry u nco-o pera t ive . 
l ower sect i o n , a tte m pt i n g  and re peate d ly fa i l i n g  at re i nse rt i o n . 
Kathe ri n e  was ro l l i c k i n g  w i th l a u g hte r .  Her  n u rse ,  who  f i n a l l y  
c a ught the  c o n ta g i on , c o u g h- l a u g hed  a s  d iscreet ly  a s  poss i b l e . 
" We ' l l f i n i s h  the  phys i c a l  la ter , "  D r .  Marsto n sna pped . 
I escorted Ka the r i ne ba c k  to h e r  roo m . " We ' l l  l eave you a lo n e  
n o w  Kath e r i n e , I prom i se . Try t o  g e t  s o m e  s l eep . "  S h e  l a y  on  t h e  
be d . st i l l  convu l sed w i t h  l a ughte r .  
J im ca me t o  v i s i t  seve ra l days l a te r .  T h e  " poor  k i d "  wa s a bo u t  
3 5 ;  there w a s  a f a t  a nd s m u tty l ook  t o  t h e  man . Kather i ne  s a t  op­
pos ite h i m  at a t a b l e ,  c lea r l y  wor r i ed  tha t  h e  m i g h t  not conse n t  to 
l i ve w ith her  a n y m o re .  " Y o u ' re l i ke a son  to me,  J im ;  I ' ve rea l l y  
m i ssed you t hese past few days . ' '  J i m was  su l l e n  a nd u nshave n ,  
a n d  not a bo u t  t o  str i ke a hasty ba rg a i n . H e  wou ld  sett l e  for  
n oth ing  l ess  t h a n food , s h e l te r ,  m oney , sobr iety and chast i ty . 
" You g o n n a  take  yo u r  p i l l s f rom now o n ? " 
" Yes J i m ,  I p rom ise  I w i l l .  I p ro m ise . "  
The n ext  t i m e  Ka ther i n e  was a d m itted  to the  a l coho l i c  wa rd , 
s h e  was d i a g n osed , i n  a d d i t i on to b e i n g  d ru n k ,  as  be ing  depress­
e d . The word d e pressed d i d  not a de q uate ly d escr ibe her con d i­
t i o n .  She wa s sta rk ly  d e pressed . He r  c h eeks we re sunke n  a n d  
h e r  face , m i m e- l i ke i n  i ts pa l lo r ,  w a s  g a u nt . S h e  h a d  n o  expres­
s io n ; she s i m p l y  sta red . S he moved m ec han ica l l y  or not at a l l . 
J i m , of c o u rse , h a d  le ft ,  a nd prec i p i ta ted th i s  l a test ep isode . 
Kathe r i n e ' s  fu tu re was  a s  c lea r a s  was  her  recent  past . S he 
wo u ld vac i l l a te  betwee n t h e  psyc h ia t r ic  ward a n d  the a l c h oh o l ic 
wa rd , betwee n  a l coho l  a n d  Thora z i ne ,  between u n natu ra l g l ee 
a n d  u n na t u ra l  d es pa i r .  
Even a t  t h a t ,  I t hought  t h e  l a d y  h a d  c l a s s .  F u rt h e rmore , I was 
· p repared to be l i eve tha t ,  in  those yea rs between  1 944 a n d  
1 946 ,  i n  t h a t  d i s t r ic t of t h e  U n i ted S tates known a s  Wash i ng to n , 
D . C . ,  she h a d  c o n d ucted h e rse l f  w i t h  a n  u n quest io n ed decoru m .  
T H E  E N D 
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Butterflies 
Renee L .  Larson 
When we walked t hrou g h  t he park , alone a fter dark 
Wit h t he crickets scra pin g  our ears , I t hou g ht 
I could draw stars on t he Not hing o f  T ime 
One for eac h move ment I made . 
I f  I could s mell deat h in t he back of  my breat h 
I f  t he blood in me splas hed l ike a brook 
I f  eac h las h o f  my eye were a se parate butter fl y 
And all o f  God 's creatures at peace 
I would stand on a hill , unafraid and st ill 
And hold a dro p of  your love in eac h f ist . 
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Romance 
Karen Peterson 
Yesterday the old tire swing 
Invited me to his lap. 
He first rocked me gently , 
Caressing me with the breeze, 
Then lightly took my hand 
And we danced in the wind 
We flew up h igh and 
I hugged h im tight 
Then he brought me slowly home . 
Again today he called to me. 
As he  lifted me up 
A breath touched my arm. 
Passing by branches, they 
Whispered secrets to me . 
While he sang to my giggle . 
His arm on my shoulders 
Pulled me up to the sum mit 
And there we kissed the sky . 
And tomorrow will he wisk me 
Up h igher, over the top? 
Or will he jerk and let me 
Fall on blunt h onesty? 
I f  I drop from the sky like 
A fallen fledgling , he will offer 
His h and , take me in his arm , 
And begin again, swinging softly. 
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In  Fron t  of Morie' s  
Jackie R ichardson 
Near the alcoved fountai n ,  where frozen frogs ,  studded i n  
luc id emerald squat , bellhops bent, and doormen waved, she 
settled to swi sh the diamond droplets of water over the n ude 
green statue' s feet , onto the walk , distorting the puddles i n  
rhythm . The tardy mid-afternoon rai n  had been too brisk; the 
puddles tapped l ightly now. 
The n ude statue' s  frequent patroness pushed her leotards 
and sweater i nto her swollen canvas bag and sat l imp .  Her 
dyed pink worker' s T-shirt raveled loose at her waist . From 
navel to ankle , t ight den im cri ss-crossed and rested on the 
cool marble ledge . Her rest was well deserved she thought. 
The mist refreshed her firm sk i n ;  her raven hair fell wispy. She 
breathed deep the freed air that had been stolen from the 
studio at noon . L ike it , she too , had escaped to thi s cool place 
in front of Morie' s . 
The doorman galloped through her rain  puddles again and 
agai n ;  not to her annoyance, but because of h is. He hadn ' t  
seen her on the corner before, and, after three more taxi em­
missions that would grease his palm, he vowed to call her time. 
Time, punched on the card , expelled a pengui ned boy from 
the s ide kitchen door . Squelchi ng thankyous and-promises to 
repay ,  his excited eyes targeted the bus stop. Run ning 
sidewards ,  black t ie and vest torn off , he hopped the bus, tur­
ning to smile at a closed k itchen door and the wide eyes of a 
skinny girl he thought must have posed for Ren ior. 
He was gone and her smile,  too late behi nd the snap of the 
dull accordian door , fell to the reflect ions  on the walk , while ,  
widow that it seemed, a black foot cl imbed atop her wet sat i n  
sandal. From the sl ight pressure, she knew i t  was not meant to 
hurt , but merely frighten.  She lifted her head cautiously and 
brushed the straggle wisps of hair from her dark eyes. 
"That man wants to k now how much. " 
" How much what?" Her eyes searched . 
Removi ng hi s foot , he placed hi s long leg between her 
bended k nees , then , standi ng erect ,  took off hi s hat and rubb­
ed the dull brass button s  with h is sleeve. Her long soft braid 
crawled down her spi ne as her head t i lted far back . She saw a 
gray su i t ,  frayed maroon trim, and dull brass ,  hangi ng on a 5 1  
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th in frame. He d idn't have a face until h is  hea d jerked, gu i d ing 
her eyes to a late model automobile. 
"The black l imo. " He placed his hat over h i s  oily hair, drop­
ping h i s  white gloved hand over the fla p  of h i s  uniform pocket. 
As he stepped back to glance at the doors, she pinched her 
legs together, snatched her bag and turned its pr inted 
" Amar i" under. 
"The amo unt?" he shapped as h is  wh ite glove patted h i s  
pocket again. 
"Of what?" Her eyes rolled to show her annoyance. 
"Ch ickens in the pot ! "  he blurted sarcastically . 
Look ing up at h im, she decided he must be new at the hotel. 
She stared bravely into h is  leaden eyes, fisted her hand on her 
hip, a nd looked away. 
The l imosine held a handsome, dark complexioned man .  
Leaning forward, drawing nearer to her, he seemed nervou s  
as she stud ied h i s  anxious face. His eyes were gl i stening l ike 
the backs of frogs in the pool. His smile slit, a s  h i s  hand, stu d­
ded with d iamond s, groped the window's open frame. 
" Del ivered slum, "  she mumbled. 
"What?" 
"He looks goofy. " 
"So do you. "  
" I'm only rest ing. Why should you mind?" She brought up 
her bag and covered her chest. 
"Come on, honey. " Impatiently he pulled her up, purpos ely 
bru shing h i s  arm forward aga inst the s ide of her ribs. 
"You'll have to park it somewhere else . You ' re too green 
for this corner. " 
As s he threw her bag over her shoulder, he slipped h is  wh ite 
hand u nder it, and ind ignantly shoved her small buttocks 
toward the yellow pole on the curb. The green light pulled her 
across the street and before she could look back, the limos i ne 
blurred around the corner; the doorman returned to his doors. 
Across the street, the burger sign threatened her last five. 
H unger won over July's Vogue ;  greasy french fries over 
pumice stone. There was enough change for bus  fare and t he 
laces she wou ld need for tomorrow's opening. A str iped g irl 
papered her food, landed it on a tray and s hoved it with a 
plastic smile. 
The scarlet booth at the end of the dirty blu e  vinyl a i sle was  
cold and  littered. Her tray skid ded over the gr it  o f  salt a nd 
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soda ; 1 1  Am ar i ' '  l a n ded i n  a waste of ketc h u p .  Fa l l e n  ba c k ,  s i t­
t i ng  i n  what fe l t  l i ke the d regs of  a sma l l  batt l e ,  she  sea rc hed 
across the f i e l d  f o r  a c l e a r  v iew of he r  statue . S t i l l  the re , n ot 
shoved or made  a fool o f ,  w i th  o be i sa nt  f rogs a t  her  fee t ,  t h e  
nude  g reen sta t u e  rem a i ned t ra n q u i l  a nd i n  c on tro l o f  h e r  
dom i n i o n . T h e  s o a ked ba l l et s l i p pers o f  the ba l l e r i na s l i d  u p  
unde r  h e r  buttoc k s .  As h e r  sho u lde rs su n k ,  she bega n to  g ive 
way to  the chea p feel i ng i m posed on h e r . 
" H o w  cou l d  h e  do th a t  to m e ? "  
The soft lou d n ess o f  h e r  vo i c e  sta rt l ed he r ,  a nd tho u g h  n o  
o n e  h e a rd ,  e m ba r rassed , she p u l l ed  c l oser  t o  t h e  p i ctu re  w i n­
dow . T h e  bea ded  d rops of  ra i n  o n  the  o p pos i te s i d e  cost u m e d  
t h e  b l a c k  street  i n  a f l o w i ng s eq u i n ed gown . I n t r icate , b u t  
v igoro u s ,  t h e  gown ' s  peacock  c o lo rs swoo ped a n d ca u g ht u p  
t h e  h u r ry o f  t h e  streets . Da n c i ng so l o ,  i ts f o uette k i c ked 
fu r io u s l y  i n  fro n t  of  the h ote l . T h e n , c u rtsy i ng to  the  doorm a n ,  
i t  req u ested h i s  p a rt i c i pa t i o n . N ot a b le  t o  d o  more tha n a s i m­
p le  two -step , h e  d e c l i ned , a n d ste pped i n s ide  t h e  door ,  w h ere 
he ta p ped h i s  p o c ket o n  the  off  bea t .  St i l l , the eve n i n g  g ow n  
cont i n u ed , fro l i c k i n g  u n d e r  the  m a rq uee . And  w h e n  he ret u rn ­
ed t o  t h e  s idewa l k ,  i t  m a d e  a g ra n d  f i n a l e  i n  between a p u d d l e  
a nd a l i m o ,  l eav i n g  a s p l a tter o f  m u ddy s pots on  the  g r a y  s u i t  
a nd w h i te g loves o f  the  t h i n  m a n .  P l ea sed w i t h  i ts p e rfo r­
ma nce , the ra i m  res i ded  for  t h e  n i g h t .  The  doorm a n  t u r n ed 
a nd c u ssed the s ta tu e .  T h e  g i r l  a c ross the street _sta red . 
Fro m  her  ga r r i so n ,  s h e rested a nd  watc hed . With  h a m­
bu rge r  f l a ttened , p i c k les  e x pe l l e d ,  l ay i n g  h a l f dea d ,  a n d  c o kes 
f i zz l i n g  o u t ,  l u m ps some h ow lodg e d  i n  t h roats . S he fe lt  t h e  e x­
p u ls io n more t h a n t h rea te n i ng , bu t  foreve r ba n i s h i ng . I n  t h e  
d e e p  o f  t h e  b l a c k  n i g ht ,  where ra i n d rops once f e l l  ha rd , who  
wou ld  not ice t hem ru n n i ng f rom h e r  deep  b l ack  eyes?  
The d oorman  m i g ht .  S he spotted h i m  watc h i n g  h e r .  S q u i r­
m i n g  t o  get out of  the  booth , she  m ade h e r  way t o  the d oo r  a s  
a yo u n g  ma n b r u s h ed by  h e r .  
" H ey . . .  n ice  s h i rt ! " H e  l i fted i t  pa rt i a l l y , expos i n g  h e r  th i n  
a bdo m e n . 
" Yo u  l i ke i t ? " A n  a n g e r  ca u g ht her . H e r  a rms c rossed i n  a 
f l ash ; h e r  long f i n g e rs to re the  s h i rt off . 
" Pu t  i t  betwee n  you r b u n  a n d  eat  i t ! " S he wa dded  i t  t i g h t ,  
t h e n  f I u n g t he  p i  n k T-sh i rt i n to  h i s face . H e r  eyes da rted to  t he  
statu e a c ross t h e  s t reet , a nd reg rett i ng not  hav ing  a swea ter  to  
s h a re , s h e  fra nt i c a l ly pu l l ed h e rs f rom h e r  bag  a nd ove r he r  53 
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head. Just as brisk at the mid-afternoon shower had been, she 
burst onto the street. 
" What a dumb broad ! "  the doorman said to the statue. He 
flicked his cigarette into the fountain, bob bed his head and 
snickered. 
She watched him discard his butt, while searching for the 
change on bottom of her bag. 
" What a slob." She looked sympathetically at the statue. 
The statue's still eyes stared at both of them. Moments 
passed and in their triangle, they ch isled at each other . The 
street was still. 
Finally, only one statue remained. 
He removed his hat, and allowed a sympathetic smile to 
cross his face as his gloves white-flagged across the field. Ac­
cepting, she shrugged, flung "Amari" over her shoulder, and 
ran to catch the last bus home. 
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Forming Lines 
Nancy Prodan 
Wait--
the lin e  will form 
betwe e n  you and me 
and we will do nothing  but stare 
as it inte nsifies 
and defines itself. 
I am n ot brave e nough 
to step across it 
and you don't care enough 
to try and erase it. 
We will be as separate and distinct 
as two colors painted on a wall. 
Even now, 
I see two points through which 
our lin e  can be drawn. 
The fragile line will grow 
and become a crevice. 
The crevice will dee pen 
and become as abyss. 55  
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M OTHER' S PURSE 
Mary Askren 
Mother knew that being a woman 
was more than carrying a p u rse . 
I t  was carrying children and 
dropping blood and water mixed 
( like the side of Christ ) month 
after month; it was making sacrifices 
in the name of love and crying 
out for the forsaken self . 
Mother knew her daughter would carry 
private places within her and 
need private places to carry them, 
would carry ambition like a cross, 
wear love like a hair shirt, that 
it would ru b her raw and the blood 
lost would cau se the cross to trip her . 
Mother knew. She gave me 
an empty pu rse knowing my life 
wou ld fill it and I 'd hide so much 
in it that at times I couldn't lift 
my eyes to Christ for the guilt 
hidden in my Pandora's box . She 
knew and prayed. And when she 
died, I opened her pu rse. She 
tumbled out like a jigsaw puzzle . 
I touched her brown wallet (mine is 
identical ) and l tfted her rosary. 
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Cowgirl fom Venus 
T. R .  Maves 
a l i ff l e  way fom the  m i l kywa y 
i use to r ide  m y  woc ketsh ip  
) betwee n m y  l egs (  
t h i n k i n ' 
of l ove 
n ow look i n ' fo r  a n  a ng u l a r 
a ngus-textu red man with 
bawdyba l l s i n  h i s  pa nts i s  my 
v isu a l izzer  in  l i fe 
i know i ' d  m a ke a 
= sa l aey = 
c os m ic ve l upso u 
uss ' w ife 
hey ,  h ey ,  you rou g h  racy r ipe 
cowma n bu l l ,  d o n ; tma ke suc h -a-fuss 
i ' m  j u st a s i m p l e  c owg i r l fom 
ven u s  
c os m ic 
rush-----------------
l ook i  n ;  fo r  a 
o n  a 
b ro n c o  wocco b uster 
to r i d e 
t h i s  vot7vorney ve n ish i o n  
ma re bac k h o me 
! Ma le  Ya ppy Za -ppy Va po r izze To M e  B ba by ! 
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OAKWOOD i s  the c reative a rts magaz ine of South Dakota State University 
a n d  i s  o p e n  t o  a l l  S D S U  s t u d e n t s  t o s u b m i t w o r k s . 
Production work on the 1 984 OAKWOOD was a joint project of the pri n­
t ing classes in the spring semester of 1 984 . Many tha nks to a l l  of those 
students who put i n  long hours in  class a nd out of class . 
Color separat ion of the cover a rt, half-tone and l i ne negat ives were produc­
ed i n  the Tone a nd Color Reproduction class . 
Com posit ion was done by the Composing Machines c lass . 
Stripping and press work was done by the Advanced Press c lass . 
Folding and perfect bind ing was done by the Bindery , F in ish ing ,  and  
Distri bution class . 
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